THE PASSING OF RIKIIT

THE STORY OF A JAPANESE TEA MASTER

RIKIU, the famous Japanese Tea Master, sat in his
garden. There was a smile of infinite peace upon his
face as he gazed at the bent form of a pine tree
against the evening sky, noted the homeward flight
of heron, and the bell-like song of an invisible cricket.

A shadow fell across a silver-sanded pathway, the
shadow of a fair woman. When the Tea Master
noticed it, he said to himself: ct In the drinking of
tea I find the Paradise of Wondrous Incense; but in
the coming of a pretty woman even the Gods forget
their divinity. Out of the flowers and butterflies and
summer breezes is a woman made, and she lives her
short day in the sun of human love."

0-Kon (c( Deep Blue ^), with a radiant smile, sat
beside the Tea Master. " Still dreaming ? )? she said,
stretching forth her hand and caressing one of Bikinis
d^ark grey sleeves. " If I were to take a bamboo tube
and blow you up very, very big, no one would be able
to distinguish you from the Daibutsu at Kamakura!